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She would like to say now all the things that she
knew and had picked up from gossip. What was
she after all? The daughter of some road gipsy
who had married a thief killed in a cheap scramble.
If it were not for the Master, poor silly fool, she
would not be here another day, with her red hair
and standing on her toes to make herself taller!
Mrs. Jennifer didn't want her, that was plain
enough. And then she was alienating the chil-
dren. The little boy had never been the same
since her coming. . . . Mad she was, going off
bareback with no hat on her head all the way to
Caldbeck! Mad, as her rascal of a father had
been, so she had heard, before her.

All these things Mrs. Ponder would have
liked to say, but there was something about
Judith, something both in her rage and her
dignity, that frightened the woman against her

She was about to go through the door when
Judith stopped her: ' Why did you do this? For
what were you looking? '

*  I, ma'am?    Looking? * .. Why, for nothing,
I assure you/

* Nonsense.    Of course you had some pur-
pose/

Judith stepped forward, and Mrs. Ponder,
thinking she was going to strike her, retreated.

* No.    I would not touch you.    You are a
bad servant.    You have always been one.    You
will leave this house in the morning/

' That is for my mistress to say/

Yes.    It was true.    The woman was right.